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unto mp mournkall Song; 
Df two that loved faithfallp, 
pct each dis other Wong. 
gt Coventry fn Warwickſhire 
this poung-man he did dwell, 
Mis name John True, a Shomaker, 
and lib d of tt fall well, 


At Corly did this Patden d well, 
tha& miles from Coventry, 

Pet fo2 the love he hoꝛe to her, 
oft times he would her lee, 


And comming unte her one dep,. 
he told to her his mind. 

Suian quoth he A love thee dear, 
be not to me unkind, 


It thou canft love and farcy me 
in heart and ebe in mind, 
J will pꝛove loving unto thee, 
be not to me unkind. 


ald merry make mp mind, 
Swat Luſan then love me again. 
- He not to me unkind. 
ed John I thank pou fo2 pour lobe, 
aid With pen at home to forry, 
amto peung ſoꝛ pou to wed, 


Ttcnd pon Lovers and give ear 


Thy cherfullloks re jopce mp heart 


and Suſan Meaſe, 


Their Lives this Ditty deth relate 
And how they dy'd uuforecnrate, 


To the. tune of, the Brides Burial, 


of beauty fatr any free, 
Set not thy love upon me then, 
foz Icannot love the. 


Tbis ant wer ftrack him to the heart, 
as cold as any fone, 

And homeward freight he did return 
with many a ſigh and groan. 


Wiſhing that he had ner bin bo2n, 
02 in his cradle dy'd, 

Unhappy man to love ſo frue, 
and pet to be deny'd, 


Quoth he J well is her again, 
and heàt what we dot h ſap 

Jt map de ſhe map be mo2e ki. d, 
though iirff the ſafy me nay, 


Then comming to the Town again. 
he ſent fo2 her ſtreightwaß. 
Deſiring her to ſpeak with him. 
but ſhe did it denay. | 


Zhen did he ſighlament and grieve 
and knew ret what to ſap 
Then did he fake his ren in hand, 


and weil theſe words fkreſght-wap. 


is * 2 » = 4 o 
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Or, A true Relation of the lamentable end of John 4;, . 


oy & - 


here pou do dwell are Maidens ſtoze, Uouchfate that I may ſpcak with the, 


fo rid me ont ol pain. 


Reſolye me ſwetcft J the pꝛap, 
why is thy hatred ſuch, 

I know no cauſe unl eſſe ſt be 
for loving the to much. 


As is my name, ſo is my lobe 
ſwet Soſan unto the, 
True is mp name, trus is mp love, 
and ever ſo ſhall be. 


Pp lo ve is lopall, juſt ami gay, 
kill me not with diſdain, 

Rather doe me the cour eſie 
to lobe fo2 love àgain. 


When che had read and avert 
his mind and his intent, 
She then began te like and love, 
and peeld him hearts content. 


ſohn J am thine, if thou 4ſt mine 
fo2 ever and fo? ape. 

It was to try thy conftanch. 
that 3 did fap tb& nay. 


But here's my hand, mi beart and lobi 
Ile ne'r ther maze u 
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ith thee, 


ve, 


mine 


t and love 


nd lep d in heart and voyte 
=. YET he or her, and the of him 
Dab made lo wert achotce. 


ut toꝛezue that doth often frown. 


_ whe te bekoꝛe did ſmile, 
hr Marg delight and maidens jdy 
kun den ſhe did begulle. 
hen ihe waer ſctled ther lo e 
thenh' wonld change his mind, 
Held fo2 to {rp her conſkancę 
Would be to her vil iid. 
And thus reſolt enn his mi d, 
be d come to her na moe. 
But went and wod znother Paid 
which griebs her heart (all loze. 
Du th he ſhe proreeuztome 
hard ⸗hearted end unkind. 
But now her true love 3 hade won 
Ile bear the lelfe ſome mind. 
When che perteivd his lore to he c 
not as twas wont to be, 
Ohe did lamentfich wap and crieve, 
Al. then ſthelc words Cat) (he, 
Faigoaried weich adteu guoth ſe. 
vfflorall and unkind, 
And it J dpe fo? lobe of thee 
th=u {halt net know mp mind. 
Mos to the time 3 dip believe 
(hit flattering tongue of thtne. 
Would Hod that % had neuer ſen 
the tears ot ihy falle eyne. 
Yard hap hd I fs ſet my orte 
on die that mecked me. 
Sure 2 the Country doth net ver ld 
a man lo aiſle as he. 
Thus Wag che brought to meaneſtats, 
all cemſoꝛt from her fled, 
Sye did deſtre fo ſpeak with him 
bekoze that ſhe was eas, 
Mer friends did lk fo cher her uy, 
and to make glad her mind, 
But ſhe was ki'd with loving him 
th:t pꝛod'd to her unkind. 


Falſbearted man map never Paid 
love the as F have done. 

Wut may my death remembzed be 
to time that is to come. 


And map all Paids example take 
by this my mournfull death, 

gin now O K odd receive my ſoil 

to thee Irc mp bzgath. 


JS) 


MON; Fete pattern of fron? love, 
thas di'd a viztuzus matd, 
Thus di'd as good a harmleſ Lade. 


as ever love betraid. 


Six maids in white as cuſtome was 
did bear her to her grave, 

Yer parents grieve lament and 
no child at all they have. (mom 


When as der lover underſtood, 
for ti vth that ſhe was dead, 

He ſrag's and ready was to {ears 
the hafr from off his head. 


Wut when he came unto the place, 
Where his true lover lap, 

He ſtraight wap ran unto the grave 
add there theſe wozds did ſap, 

Suſan quoch he I'le kiſs thy grave, 
upen my bended knee, 

berech F'ie chew to ali the Wozld, 
how dear 3 lov thee, 

And as be lap upon the ground, 
he heard a voſce tv ſap, 

John True it ere thou lov'it me dear 
make haſt and com away. 


Then ſtarted he up from the grave. 
and {ood like one t-uck domb, 
And when he had regain' d his ſpeech; 
he cri d J come J come. 
And thus like one out of bis wits, 
he rag'd in pittedus ſozt, 
That all the Nefghboars pꝛeſentlp, 
Was griev'd at his repoye. 


And thus with 102row x grfekot heart 
be lap a whole fcztnight, 
But when he had confeſt his kault 
he pieled up his Sptrtt. 


Accoꝛding to bis hearts deſire, 
and as he did requeſt. 
They dio'd his gra vet laid him dobon 
by ber whom he lo v'd beſt, 


Yon poung men all that hape true 
be true unto your frfemd, (loves 
And ff pou love beſure pour love 
be true unto the end. 
And thus Jend mp ſtozy true; 
ſo fall of grief and wo, 
Pay never any ſeek again, 
to wzong each other | ſo. 
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